CHAPTER 205 
November 18, 2011 
“No, no, seriously, check this out.” 
“| don’t need to see anymore parlor tricks, Kurt.” 


Take a wild guess where Justin and Kurt were currently chilling out. That’s right the 
Department of Motor Vehicle- of course not that you fucking idiot. They were 
hanging around Justin’s living room exchanging random thoughts and topics of 
conversations... Or as was slowly becoming the focus of this little session of theirs, 
magic tricks. And by magic tricks, | do mean magic and not sleights of hands. It was 
not exactly uncommon knowledge to the Investigation Team that Kurt could do 
some pretty weird shit using his natural shadow born abilities. Mostly stuff such as 
manipulating the world around him, creating life, weapons; you name it. Usually it 
disappeared within seconds, unable to maintain it’s form long as it separated from 
Kurt’s mass. That wasn’t what was going on now though. Kurt’s ability to 
manipulate the world around him was entirely limited to the television world, and 
despite how much he had tried to use his powers to, say, make a roll of toilet paper 
that one time he picked the wrong stall at Junes, he couldn’t change the fabrics of 
this world. 


That’s not to say his powers were completely non-existent in this world however; he 
still didn’t need to eat or drink or sleep, even if he still got hungry and thirsty and 
tired. And no matter how hard he tried, he just could not get drunk. Which he 
supposed was alright because it meant he’d never have to worry about drunk 
driving... Well, actually, that depended on whether or not his blood alcohol levels 
were still affected. He had no intention of finding out, though he admittedly was 
amused by the idea of having an outlandish blood alcohol level, like 9 million or 
something, and still walking around as though completely sober. Mostly because he 
was. There was also the fact that shadows could survive very long falls, partially 
because they had no bones or organs to be displaced from the landing; though 
strangely they still bled. Given that a shadow was essentially black liquid though, 
he supposed that might not be blood in the most traditional sense of the word, 
though it still stung a little bit when he got a cut or something... which lead him to 
where they were now. 


Kurt extended his finger out wars so that it was in clear view of Justin, who in turn 
rolled his eyes about. He really didn’t need to see anymore of Kurt’s dumb tricks; he 
had shown him quite a bit, and each one just concerned Justin a bit because there 
was no real reason Kurt should know he could do some of the stuff without 
experience. | mean, aside from the jumping off buildings thing, which was just kind 
of assumed since Justin and Maya’s shadows both could do it no problem. They 
called it the express way down a flight of stairs. Justin couldn’t say he disagreed in 
that regard. Still, Justin wished Kurt would stop fucking around and doing all sorts of 


weird shit in an attempt at trying to discover what it was like to be a shadow. | 
mean, Sure, the guy was going through some major identity crisis with the whole 
not actually human thing, but it would be really cool if he just accepted that he was 
what he was instead of searching for what it mean to be a shadow. After all, it took 
more than a heart and some veins to be human; it took a soul, and as far as Justin 
could tell, Kurt most certainly had one. Justin sighed, leaning back into the sofa to 
watch Kurt as he did whatever it was he wanted to do, eyes focused on Kurt’s now 
extended finger. 


Kurt shoved his hand into his pocket, delicately for reasons that would soon be 
obvious, as he searched for a necessary tool in his demonstration. A swiss army 
knife from the looks of it, the implications being immediately obvious as he flipped 
out the knife’s blade. Justin couldn’t help but slap himself in the face with 
annoyance and disgust as Kurt lined up the edge of the blade with the tip of his 
finger. Why was he not surprised that Kurt was going to do something incredibly 
stupid? He should have known the moment he extended such a small portion of his 
body. Unless he found out a way to make finger guns actual guns, the implications 
should have been obvious. Really, Justin should have stopped Kurt before he slit 
open an artery and got blood all over Justin’s couch, but admittedly part of him 
wanted to see where Kurt was going with this. So he simply watched as Kurt 
quickly, yet carefully sliced open the flesh along the top of his finger. Justin couldn’t 
help but wonder why he would want to do that. To show off? Come on, was it really 
worth cutting yourself open just to show that you know a neat little trick? 


Kurt immediately recoiled from the self-inflicted damage he had caused, shoving his 
finger in his mouth in pain. He had only tried this out with a paper cut, and had he 
not known this would work, he wouldn’t have thought of doing this in a million 
years. After all, pain this bad, even if only for a few moments, was just not worth it 
to be a show-off. It was a fairly impressive trick though, and while Kurt had indeed 
been clueless about a lot of things about what human nature was truly like, such as 
the fact that human blood was not purple, this was something he knew no human 
should be able to do. Had he always subconsciously done it? He couldn’t say for 
certain, though he was willing to bet he had and he only started paying attention to 
this kind of crap once he realized he could do things no ordinary man could. Kurt 
waggled his hand a bit as he yanked it out of his mouth, still sucking a bit at his 
flesh in what had become an instinctive response to try and numb pain. It logically 
should have never worked, but as the Placebo Effect dictated, of you believe it, then 
it must be true. Because Kurt believed sucking at his wound would help him with 
the pain, it did. It was truly fascinating the power of the mind. 


Kurt took a deep breath as he lifted his finger again, showing off the now open 
wound along his finger. Blood stains marked the cracks of his skin where blood had 
seeped a moment earlier until Kurt sucked it down his throat hole. It was hard to 
say whether shadows just had naturally delicious blood or whether shadows had 
this insatiable taste for the stuff, but Kurt couldn’t say the taste of blood slipping 


along his tongue had been all that sour. Kind of creepy in a way, but it wasn’t like 
anyone other than himself knew about his odd taste for blood cells. So long as he 
kept it to himself, there shouldn’t be any problems. Until he started to develop a 
taste for cannibalism as well that is. Then they might have the tiniest problem; but 
for the moment being let’s just assume Kurt had no desire to eat humans and/or 
shadows. He didn’t right? 


Kurt focused his eyes on his now open finger, blood starting to leak from the top 
again and roll around to its underside in droplets. Not enough that it was going to 
start dripping from the bone and onto Justin’s floor mind you, but enough to know 
he may have cut just a little too deep. Not that it mattered. Kurt continued to hold 
his breath, focusing all the energy in his chest on that sole position along the length 
of his finger. Remember how | mentioned the Placebo Effect? How if you believe it, 
it’ll happen. That was true to only a certain extent; like believing you can fly isn’t 
going to make you sprout wings. In Kurt’s case, however, Justin wasn’t quite sure 
there as a limitation to the creative abilities of his mind. As Justin stared at the 
finger, he couldn’t help but widen his eyes a bit with surprise. The trickle of blood 
down his hand slowed to a crawl and eventually stopped altogether. The flesh that 
had been slit open a moment earlier by Kurt’s now bloodstained army knife 
squeezed tightly together before the fabrics of his skin began to weave together 
once again, forming the epidermis once more. Kurt had successfully managed to 
close a cut along his finger just through sheer willpower. Justin was needless to say 
rather impressed, clapping slightly with amazement. 


“Holy shit Kurt; how do you even figure out half this shit?” Justin questioned with 
great amazement as he examined Kurt’s finger closer... Or at least until Kurt 
retracted his hand. The trick was done so he had no need to keep his hand 
extended out like that other than to perhaps make himself look really stupid. It was 
a serious question of course that Justin expected a serious answer to. How exactly 
did Kurt figure this stuff out without trying it? He must have been trying to hack a 
limb off or something just for the sake of experimentation, which Justin had strongly 
advised Kurt against on several occasions. | mean come on, Justin got he was just 
trying to see what potential he had and all that, but was nearly killing himself on 
several occasions just to test a stupid theory. At least, that was what Justin had 
assumed. It never truly occurred to him that Kurt had taken Justin’s words to heart. 
After all, Justin may have just been a teenager, truly ignorant to the real world, but 
he had a good grasp on reality: he understood what was important in life. He was a 
good guy to go to for advice, so Kurt never really questioned Justin when he told 
him what to do. Hell, he could tell Kurt to stick his hand in a blender and he’d do it. 
But only once, and after that he’d never listen to Justin again. 


“Well | had a papercut and... | don’t really know what possessed me to do it, but | 
just concentrated on it for a while and, boom. All patched up.” Kurt clapped his 
hands in time to his onomatopoeia, like thunder striking to emphasize his point. He 
was lucky he had done this with Justin, someone who could usually see the slight 


movements you made before you tried to jump, the smallest signs that showed the 
fire alarm was about to ring through the halls, the flash before the rumble of 
thunder. Justin wasn’t startled at all, but had he done it to Maya, she damn well 
would have jumped behind the couch with cover. Her and Kurt were certainly on 
speaking terms now, but that didn’t mean Maya didn’t remember the past. She 
remembered all to clearly losing all Kurt’s cigarettes and the look on his face when 
he demanded compensation for the loss. All it would take is one sudden move to 
send Maya Spiraling back into that state of complete and utter pain. And god forbid 
he did it around Chie. You would think she was just afraid of thunder, but pretty 
much anything that made a loud noise out of nowhere could make her cry like a 
baby. Clapping in her face quick enough would probably cause her to duck for 
cover, clinging to the nearest bolted down object in the room. Justin never did get 
what was to be so afraid of a sudden noise, but he wasn’t one to talk about fears 
when he himself had so many. 


“| don’t know, | guess I’ve just been thinking about this kind of stuff since the last 
trip to... well... that place.” Kurt continued, pausing slightly as he referred to the 
other world. There was something so horrifically unbelievable about there being a 
world like that on the other side of your average television, even more so knowing 
that was where he came from. Even more so thinking of what ungodly creature he 
truly was. Perhaps that’s why he chose not to think about it whenever he could; why 
he left all the investigating and discussion about the other side to the children while 
he went on with his life pretending that he was still human... even if he knew that 
wasn’t true at all. “You ever have déja vu? | can’t explain it, but | just... felt like | 
recognized everything that time we pulled Maya out...” Kurt muttered to himself, 
rubbing at the stubble along his chin. He didn’t know why but he swore he 
remembered something about all of that; yet he couldn’t remember at all. 


“Well... It’s possible | suppose that you used to know my and Maya’s shadow; 
assuming our shadows live in the same general region based on where we live in 
the real world.” Justin proposed, throwing his feet up on the coffee table in front of 
him. Oh yes, he gave everyone else shit about leaving dirt and mud around his 
house, but he had no problem doing the exact same thing. That’s what we like to 
call being a hypocritical douchebag. Alas, it was his house and his rules, so not a 
single person complained. Wasn't like they planned to kick their feet up on his 
furniture anyway. Which was great because the only one of them that might have 
been able to get away with it was Chie, and even then Justin would give her one of 
those ‘what do you think you’re doing’ looks if she ever out her shoes over the sofa 
or something. Kurt shrugged a bit. 


“| suppose it’s possible. | don’t really remember them though...” Kurt continued. 
There was something familiar about them, but alas, that was sort of what happened 
when you recognized their appearances from their human counterparts; especially 
when Justin swapped out with his shadow from time to time. Kurt only encountered 
Justin’s shadow once when giving the guy the grain alcohol to make molotovs, and 


while he did suspect something was up, he didn’t bother questioning Justin. | mean, 
whatever he did with that kind of stuff wasn’t really any of his business. To this day, 
he still didn’t know he tried to burn down Naoto’s house, which may be a good thing 
because Kurt found something incredibly interesting about a child being a detective 
at such a young age, and yet at the same time so terrifying knowing they worked so 
close. Surely someone on the police force knew what Kurt was doing, and if that 
was the case it was entirely possible Naoto was aware of what he did in the dark. 
Not a pleasant thought to consider when working with your co-workers. “Ah, 
whatever. Just a funny feeling | got; it’s probably nothing to get our panties in a 
bunch over.” 


“You're wearing panties?” 


“What? No, it’s a figure of- You’re pulling my chain aren’t you?” Kurt stripped over 
his words with exasperation. How he had automatically assumed Justin was being 
serious was beside him; after all this was Justin they were talking about, and Justin 
was unfortunately rather infamous for being sarcastic 99% of the time, the other 1% 
of the time being when he slept. Which would be an inaccurate statistic if you didn’t 
take into account the fact that Justin was still being sarcastic in his dreams if not 
more so knowing he could actually get away with it and be cheered on for being a 
huge douchebag to everyone he met. Justin shook his head a bit with disbelief. 
Someone was getting awfully defensive over such an innocent joke... was it possible 
Kurt really was wearing panties? The answer to that question was no for the record. 
Kurt had done some weird things trying to test out his powers, but cross-dressing 
was not one of them. 


“Of course | am... But you did get awfully defensive; is there something... 
something you want to tell me, Kurt?” 


“Yeah; weren’t you in the cross-dressing festival a month ago?” 


“No. That was Maya dressed up as me so that | DIDN'T have to wear women’s 
underwear.” 


“She was using your name. It counts.” 


